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of a pen could be found; nothing but the equivocal sealed
letter, bearing upon its exterior the superscription Dan.
Webster. I was somewhat perplexed, but having solved,
in my own opinion, the mystery, I determined to visit Mr.
Forward, the Secretary of the Treasury, who, being a West-
ern man, I felt the distance by which I was removed from
him less than that which separated me from the other dis-
tinguished personages on whom I had called. Not finding
his secretaryship in his office, and perceiving that it was
the hour at which I had been requested to call and see the
President, I made my way to his Excellency's mansion.

J was met by a mulatto, who inquired if I had business
with the President, and without waiting for a reply added,
"If you have, sir, you cannot see him ; he does not receive
company at this hour." I took out my watch and bade the
negro tell his master that the person whom he had invited
to meet him at eleven o'clock was waiting below. The

only reply was that the President did not receive calls at

such an hour, while he held his post between me and the

door with  most dogged  indifference.    After one or two

unsuccessful attempts to induce hini to take my card to the

President, I turned upon   my heel and was walking off,

when his Excellency's gentleman usher called to me and

said that if J would give him my name he would take it

up, to which I paid no attention.

I left the White House, and returned to Mr. Forward's

office, where, after an attendance in the antechamber suffi-                         || !

ciently long to give me ample time for  reflection, I was

informed that the Secretary had gone into his office, and

desired that I might enter.

"Well" said J, "Mr.  Forward, 1 think I had  better

abandon the business on which  we conversed yesterday,

and return quietly home; but first will you be kind enough

to inform me, provided you will not be revealing cabinet

secrets, whether his Excellency, the President, said anything

at the council yesterday with reference to making me a

bearer of despatches to the court of St. James?"   While I

uttered this sentence I quietly thrust into his hand Mr.

Webster's sealed letter, adding  that I had  ventured  to          '
